

Dut. /hon tode, thou, tode, where is thy brother Clarcccj 
And little Ned Plantaget, his fonne? 

jght, Where is kind Haftings, Riuers, Vaughan, Gray * 
King. A flourifh trumpets, frrike alarum drummes, 

Let not the heauens hcarc thefe tel- tale women, 

Raile on the Tords annointed. Strike I fay. The trumpet. 
Either be patient, and intreat me faire, found,, f 

Or with the clamour report of warre, 

Thus will / drowne your exclamations, 

But , Art thou myfonne? 

King. I, /thank God, my father and your felfe, 

Dut . Then patiently hearemy impatience. 

King. Mrdanie /hauea touch ofyour condition,. 
Which cannot broolcc the accent of reproofe, 

Dut. /will be milde and gende in my fpeech. 

King. And briefe good mother, for /am in hafle’ 

Dut. Art thou fo haftie, I hauc (laid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh, paine and agonic. 

King. And came / not at laft to comfort you you/ 

Dut, No by tire holy roode thou know!} it well. 
Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell J 
A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me. 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoole-daies frightfull, defperate, wilde and furious : 
Thy age confirmed, proud, fubtil, bloudie,trecherous, 
ff'hatcomfor table h cure canft thou name, 

That euer grac’tmeinthy ccmpanie/ 

K . Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakfaftonceforth of companies 
If be fo gratiousjn your fight. 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace, 

Dut . O heare me fpeake, for / fhall neuer fee the more, 
King. Come, come, you are too bitter, 

Dut. Either thou wilt die by Gods iufl ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conquerour, 

Or / with griefe and extreame age fhall peri/h. 

And neuer looke vpon thy face againe : 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauie curfe, 

Which 


of Richard the third. 

Wtfch in the day ofbartell tire thee more 
7 * s'i all the tomplcat tumor that thou wearfr, 

Mv praiers onthe aduerfepartie fight, 
vj there the lirle foules ofEdwardschtldren, 

VVhifpcr the fpirit of thine enemies. 

And promife them fucceffe and vjflorv, 

Rloudie thou art, bloudy will be thy end, 

Shame femes thy life, and doth thy death attend. M 
^.Though farmore caufe, yet much lcfle ipiritto curfe 

Abides in me, I fay Amen to all. 

King. Suv Madame, /mult fpeake a word with you. 
gu l haueno more fon nes of the royal 1 blood, 

Forthec tomurther.for my daughters Richard, 
y-hey ili, all be praying Nunnes, not weeping Quecnes, 

And therefore leuell not to hit their lines. 
t King. You hauea daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and faire, royall and gratious, 

Y And mult (he die for this/ O let her IiueJ 
Andlle corrupt her manners, frame her beautie, 

Hander my felfe, as falfero Edwards bed, 

Throw oner her the valeofinfamie, 

So ihe may liue vnskard from bleeding flaughter, 

/will confefle fhe was not Edwards daughter. 

King, Wrong not her birth, flic is of royall blood. 

Jg, To fane her life, lie fay fhe is notfo. 

King. Her life is only fafefl in her birth. 

£u. And only in that fdfetie died her brothers. 

Kin, Lo at their births good frars were oppofite. 
flu. No to their hues bad friends were contrary. 

King. A 11 vnauoyded is the doome of defreny, 
fu, T rue, when auoy ded grace makes deftiny. 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death. 

If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life, 

IT. Madam.fo thriue I in my dangerous attempt of hoflile 
As/ intend more good, to you and yours, farmei; 

Then cueryou or votirs were by me wrongd. 

What good is couerd with the face ofheauen, 

To be difeouerd that can do me gooc/ 

Ki»/, The aduancement of your children mightie Zady, 
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